>Lori and Bobby were settling in for a relaxing night at home in their shared apartment.
>The cool summer breeze circulated air through the living room, as the two lovers sat together in front of the TV, beers sweating on the nearby table.
>Their snuggling session was rudely interrupted by the man’s ringtone, and Bobby silently apologized to Lori as he pulled his phone from his pants to check the text.
>Bobby groaned with exhaustion when he saw the message, and quickly relayed the news to Lori.
>”Damnit, Ronnie just texted me…aww, apparently she wants to leave prom early.”
>”Really? Wasn’t she going with Lincoln?” Lori asked, sitting up from the couch as the excuse for her night being put off sparked genuine interest.
>”Naw, but she was going to hit him up during the dance…she knew he was going stag or wha-HOLY SHIT!” Bobby exclaimed as he received another text, and was blown away at the picture he had been sent.
>Lori tried to get Bobby to respond, but he was incapable of saying anything. The woman snatched her boyfriends phone out of his hands, and shrieked at what she saw.
>Ronnie-Anne had sent Bobby a picture of Lincoln coming into the dance hall. He was wearing a suit that was obviously inspired by the police uniform he was so dedicated to one day wearing for his future career. Lori had felt like the decision was a little pretentious, but it worked for him in the end.
>Conversely, nothing on earth filled Lorelei Loud with more seething rage then the woman clinging to her baby brother’s arm.
>Carol Pingrey was wearing that dress. That slinky, maroon dress that had won her the homecoming queen that Lori had deserved.
>She looked as good in it as she had so many years ago. If anything, her curves were just more significant enough to make them even more alluring.

>”How the hell did he pull that off? Can she even go to a highschool prom?” Bobby finally found words, and all he felt was sheer shock at what his surrogate little-brother had achieved.
>”No! She shouldn’t be allowed in!” Lori screamed, clinging to any excuse she could find to protest what was going on. There was nothing she could actually do about this here, sadly, so as Lori fumed and ranted Bobby slinked away to throw on his shoes.
>”…I’m coming with you!” Lori cried out, catching her boyfriend attempting to escape out of the corner of her eye. The older sister zoomed to throw on clothes fit to make her look authoritative before she & Bobby left for the school. Bobby just wanted to pick up his little sister and get as far away from this as he could, but Lori had a fire in her gut that would not be quenched until Lincoln’s little crush was shattered once and for all…again.

>Carol felt like she was on the verge of death as she walked into the second prom of her life.
>Were it not for the reassuring warmth of the wonderful young man escorting her that night, she could never have even found the guts to dig up her old prom dress and try it on, for fear of outgrowing it.
>When Lincoln had walked through the big double doors with an adult woman on his arms, the couple had turned heads from all over the dance floor.
>Boys ran their eyes up and down the buxom figure of the mid-20s Carol Pingrey, her hips and bust highlighted splendidly by the red dress.
>Girls, meanwhile, cursed themselves inwardly. Lincoln had always come off as unattainable for them...even Ronnie-Anne had struggled to stay with him. Seeing him now with another woman wounded their prides, and their partners could feel it as their movements became janky, and their teeth clenched.
>Lincoln got a few angry glances from the "alpha" guys of the senior year. Staring contests erupted across the dance floor as jocks and cool guys loosened their grips on their dates, but quickly lost their nerve as Lincoln shot daggers into their eyes. The white-haired hero had earned a reputation as quite a scrapper in his first few years of highschool, and even now he was more than capable of intimidating bullies into backing off.
>Before any football star or thug-in-the-making could work up the nerve to approach the shining star that was Miss Pingrey, all the guys in the room were beaten to the punch by an angry latina clad in a ruffled purple dress.

>Carol was pretty rusty with her spanish, but Lincoln seemed to understand the gist of Ronnie-Annes tirade she she rained blows down on his chest.
>The girl's tears were running down her face and splatting on the boy's jacket. Lincoln tried to catch Ronnie-Anne between insults and punches, and eventually managed to pull her into a tight hug, with an arm wrapped around the back of her head.
>"I'm sorry, Ronnie...I...sorry." Lincoln muttered into the girl's ear, as her anger gave way to utter despair.
>"You're such a *hic* coward...why couldn't you just tell me you had a real girlfriend?" the youngest Santiago begged, as years of pent up love now had no outlet.
>"I...I don't know, I wanted us to stay friends. I guess I thought if I just...ignored the problem, it would go away?" Lincoln shrugged, but as his grip loosened on Ronnie-Anne, she took the chance to lightly punch him in the side.
>"Me liking you wasn't a problem! You fu-" Anger returned to the girl, and she began to struggle in Lincoln's grip, before a commanding masculine voice broke the fight up.
>Carol was shocked when principal Worchester hauled his aged weight towards the tussle. She had known the old man was in his sixties when she was attending school here, and the fact that he hadn't retired yet shocked her.
>"What in the world is going on here? Get off her this instant, young man!" Principal Worchester ordered, and Lincoln complied as he let go of Ronnie Anne and took a step back, his hand blindly groping until Carol noticed and gripped it with hers.
>"I'm sorry, sir. We just got into an...an argument." Ronnie-Anne spoke up, wiping tears with the thick bracelet around her wrist.
>The principal's attention turned from the victimized girl, to the offending boy...but his eyes wandered further to the familiar face of the woman on his arm.
>"Bigod, is that you miss Pingrey?!" he asked, flabbergasted at seeing one of his favourite students again.
>"Good evening...principal Worchester." Carol replied, trying to manage as much grace as the situation would permit.
>Ronnie-Anne stood back, feeling her defeat as the unbiased mediator suddenly seemed friendly with the woman who had stolen Lincoln away from her.

>Lincoln was quiet as Carol and the principal caught up with each other. Ronnie-Anne, meanwhile, was desperate to refocus her attention onto anything that wasn't this tragedy unfolding for her.
>Her savior came in the form of her big brother Bobby, with Lori fuming at his side as the two adults waded through the sea of teens to come get her.
>Lori quickly broke away from Bobby, however, and changed her trajectory as she careened for Lincoln, Carol and the principal.
>”Principal, sir! I demand this woman be thrown out of the dance immediately! She is committing indecent child abuse!” Lori exploded, with an accusatory finger shoved in Carol’s confused face.
>When the words finally developed impact in the older woman’s mind, fear gripped her heart that Lincoln’s oldest sister had come back to snatch away her happiness once again.
>Carol began to panic, and Lincoln could fear her quickening pulse through her hand, the young boy tightened his grip on his fiancée, and pulled her close into a hug.
>”Lori, if I want to bring my wife to the dance, you can’t really stop me.” Lincoln spoke up, his eyes locked on his big sisters face as he finally found the strength to defy her.
>The older sister’s attention shifted from Carol to him. Her mouth was agape until she spotted the matching bands of cheap gold on their fingers.
>”YOU-….You’re getting married?! You’re eighteen! Do mom and dad know? When were…” Lori shot off a series of rapidfire questions, in an attempt to weather the shocking revelation.
>The oldest sister was quickly hushed, however, by the principal. The older man cleared his throat in an attempt to regain control of the conversation.
>”Mister Loud, you are eighteen?” Principal Worchester asked, and Lincoln nodded silently in confirmation.
>”Well! Case closed then! Miss Loud and Santiagos, I’m afraid there’s nothing stopping mister Loud from escorting his fiancée to a prom, they are both legal adults and he is still a student.” The principal ended the argument with a clap of his hands. “And if I may say so, Lincoln…congratulations!”

>Lori was flabbergasted, Ronnie-Anne was crushed, and Bobby just wanted to get out of this embarrassing scene.
>Carol and Lincoln lead one another away from the miserable atmosphere of the conflict, and tried to enjoy themselves for the night.
>Lori almost followed them, but a hand gripped her on the shoulder and stopped Lori in her tracks.
>”Just…let it go, please? I’ll buy pizza and we can all go watch movies.” Bobby spoke softly, trying to de-escalate his girlfriend before she could start another scene.
>Ronnie-Anne was already clinging tightly to her big brother’s waist, so Lori resigned herself to letting Bobby throw an arm around her shoulders and lead the two girls out of the dance and into the cold night.

>Lincoln and Carol were given wide berth after their dramatic entrance…for a little while.
>As word got around that the two were getting hitched, more and more people popped over to see the married couple.
>Lincoln got a lot of pats on the back, and girls wanted to see their matching wedding bands.
>The young man had been devastated when he first started to shop for engagement rings, and saw how much they could run for.
>The best he could do, and the only thing that differentiated Carol’s ring from his, was a small ruby glistening at the top of her finger.
>Despite the warmer atmosphere as the night went on, however, both Lincoln and Carol felt like the night has lost it’s appeal. Aside from a few slow dances the atmosphere of the prom was lost to them, and each gave the other a look that they wanted to be anywhere but here right now.
>Carol took the initiative this time, and with a wicked grin lead Lincoln out of the dance hall and into the hallways of the school that had dominated four years of both of their lives.
>Carol chuckled to herself at how many posters and signs went unchanged in the seven years since she had been here, while Lincoln let it sink in how he would never have to come back in a month.
>Finally, the two reached their destination. With a long-practiced jiggle and hip-check on Carol’s part, she forced her way into the student council’s office, and invited Lincoln into the desolate meeting room with her.

>Lincoln had never participated in school politics, his hijinx with friends and family keeping him too busy for such affairs.
>This was his first time ever seeing the inside of the student council office, and it made him smile to see how confidently Carol made her way to the ornate desk at the back of the room.
>Carol landed in the soft green chair behind the desk, twirling around once before putting her feet up on the dark wooden furniture.
>”Mister Loud! My office!” Carol barked with an oddly jovial tone as her finger pressed down on the button of an imaginary intercom.
>Lincoln wasn’t sure what was going on, but a wiggle of his fiance’s eyebrows jolted the boy to action.
>”Yes, miss Pingrey?” Lincoln asked, moving next to the desk and adjusting his tie, for show.
>”That’s Missus Loud, boy!” Carol slammed her fist on the desk, giving the young man a stern glare before breaking out in giggles.
>”I want my usual order, cinnamon latte. Then I need you to do all my shitty work for the rest of the day while I loaf about and sexually harass my underlings!” Carol seemed to be taking to the role of a shitty boss well, as she sucked on an invisible cigar.
>Lincoln went along with the odd play, jotting notes down on an imaginary clipboard. One of her comments made the young man tense, however.

>”Carol…uhm…” “Missus Loud! Say it!” Lincoln was shut down by Carol’s demands. A grin was plastered on her face as she made the young man squirm.
>”Missus Loud…uh, you’ve never been….sexually harassed, have you?” Concern was evident all over Lincoln. It took Carol a minute to realize that her joke had made the young man worry for her.
>”Mister Loud, come over here.” Carol Pingrey rolled her chair back and crooked a finger towards her date.
>Lincoln moved behind the desk, and was left standing stock still as he looked down to the beautiful woman sizing him up.
>Wordlessly, she opened her thighs up just enough for Lincoln to notice, and lightly tapped her lap.
>”Sit.”

>Lincoln blushed furiously as the word made his mind swirl with possibilities.
>His reaction speed wasn’t enough to satisfy the bride-to-be, and Lincoln yelped as her hand gripped him by the waist and he lost balance.
>Carol let out a grunt as the physically matured teenager landed on her lap, still clearly dazed.
>It took the both of them a bit of time to get comfortable, but eventually Lincoln was perched atop Carol, and she was running a finger along his shoulder and down to his hand.
>”Mister Loud, do you think I’d let a man touch me and live to tell the tale?” Carol asked, gloating over her spotless record of shutting down anyone in the office who thought they could put the moves on her. Meanwhile, her hands got more and more bold as she began to put the moves on her younger beau.
>Lincoln shifted uncomfortably, as Carols nails gently scraped against the bare skin of the back of his hand.
>”Nobody lays a hand on me, unless I want it.” Carol spoke softly, as she grasped Lincolns hand, and lead it up to her breast.
>His fingers quickly squeezed down into the soft flesh, and Lincoln flashed a smile at the woman as she squirmed from the sensation.
>Lincoln’s second hand got in on the fun, and soon he was roughly fondling the young woman’s tits.
>He was looking for reactions in her face more than the sensation of the warm pillows between his fingers, Carol’s eyes were the most expressive as she went from shutting them tight to almost going cross eyed under his assault.

>She was a panting mess when Lincoln got up off of her lap, and towered over her.
>Carol could see the erection straining against his dress pants, and smiled lazily as she opened her legs and shifted the hem of her dress aside to reveal what she had been wearing underneath.
>”I wanted to try them on before the big day.” Carol explained the presence of a garter belt on her thigh, holding up the delicate looking silken stocking hugging her legs.
>She couldn’t help but giggle as Lincoln actually licked his lips in anticipation. The young man snaked his hands along her legs until he found the waistband of her panties and pulled them out of the way of his prize.
>”Well, so much for a white wedding gown…” Lincoln mused aloud as he undid his own pants and freed his member from the tight confines.
>Any chance of further witty comments to keep the young mans heart from exploding in glee were cut off as Carol grabbed her groom-to-be by the collar and pull his face down for a kiss.
>The rest of his body soon followed as his throbbing cock returned to where it had always belonged.
>The chair groaned forebodingly under their love making, but the blood rushing through their ears made Carol and Lincoln deaf to anything but one anothers cries.

>Carol screamed into Lincoln’s mouth as he rammed his way home.
>Fluids dribbled from between the girl’s legs and soiled the fabric of the chair, the stain only grew larger as Lincoln pistoned in and out of her quim.
>She desperately clung to her husband, Carol’s tongue twisted with Lincoln’s as if it would keep her from falling back.
>Were their lips to break apart, Carol knew her moans and screams would attract somebodies attention.
>Maybe she’d get lucky, and a theoretical interloper would be understanding of the love these two shared…
>But the risk of shame and embarrassment was simply too high. Even moreso than her own future, Lincoln would have to carry that forward with him into the police force!
>So here she was, desperately intertwining her tongue with his in hope that it would keep them together for just a moment longer.

>Lincoln, meanwhile, was holding on for dear life in his own way.
>The young man had been faithful and chaste to his dream of reuniting with Carol Pingrey one day.
>Years of pent up love and lust were being released in this single moment, and a great fear welled up in him that one wrong move or second of over-excitement could bring it all to an unsatisfying climax.
>Baseball, English policemen, old people. A slideshow of boring and unappealing images cycled through his brain in an attempt to keep his dick under control.
>But then all his work and strain went to waste, the moment he looked down into Carol’s eyes.
>Something in the way she looked at him seemed inviting. Coaxing him further and harder into her.
>It was his turn to groan into her mouth, as a thick wad of seed erupted into her.

>Lincoln broke the kiss, backing away from Carol as his dick slipped free from the velvet hole.
>”Noooo…” Carol weakly whined, sending a hand down into her cunt to plug the hole before the pearlescent fluid could slip out of her.
>”…Can you try again?” Carol begged, looking up at her husband-to-be with a pleading expression in her eyes.
>”Carol…no, I shouldn’t have even…what if you get pregnant?” Lincoln was too caught up in his own worries, pacing across the room as his fiance’s pussy juice dripped off his shrinking member onto the cheap carpet.
>”Lincoln.” Carol regained enough composure to sit up properly in the chair, legs closed in an attempt to keep his spunk in place.
>The young man turned his attention back onto the beautiful woman. 
>”We’re already getting married.” Carol brought up the point with a bit of a giggle. “Who cares if you get me pregnant?”
>The revelation hit Lincoln in the face like a brick. His sudden bullrush towards Carol made the girl squeal with faked fear, as he wrenched her legs open and tried to line up his rod for re-entry.

>The couple didn’t finish their night of passion for hours. By the time the two of them snuck out of the council room and back into the halls of the highschool, the whole building was deserted.
>Carol was wearing Lincoln’s tuxedo jacket over her shoulders as a shield against the chill of night air, and the risk of someone seeing the stains of sweat, tears and fluids all over her ruined dress.
>The only hurdle that slowed their progress out of the building was a locked door, but Lincoln used a little force and practiced persuasion to get the lock open, and soon the two young adults were back in his car. A 2-door Mazda coupe that had been his graduation present.
>The drive back to Carol’s apartment was silent. But the two of them were smiling the whole way.
>Occasionally they would turn their heads at a red light to gaze into each others eyes.
>They both were thinking the same thing.
>This had been worth the wait.